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W WAS riding alone f: 
* camp towards hi 



and I 

thought. In fact. I was mighty 
you know when Gabhy Hayes is wi 
has to be a mighty big problem thai 
him. It's not likely that any little mt 
puzzle will turn my whiskers gray. 

Times were pretty bad that year, 
been a considerable drought, money w 
(Aunt Hester hadn't come into her inl 
yet), and all the banks were forced 
ranchers who couldn't meet their nc 

For awhile it had looked as if the B 
ing was pretty sate. We had a contract to get 
a shipment of beef to market by the fifteenth, 
and the payment for that would be a-plenty 



r Noth- 



I the bar 



. Ther 



heap of trouble. My boys and me were round- 
ing up the longhorns to get ready for the drive 
to market when the rustlers struck. 

I never have figured out how those ornery 
sidewinders happened to pick on us just then. 
I allow that they must've got a false rumor 
that I was dead or at least deceased. No rus- 
tling ranny in his right mind would other- 
wise dare to stick his .crooked nose within 
twenty miles of the Bar Nothing. It is known 
fir and wide that I am pure pizen to owlhoots. 



and t 



Bar brand on them. When 1 got wind of it, 
I went-whooping and swooping after them. 
They were so a-feared that they practically 
froze, in their tracks, and I captured them all 
without any help — except from the twenty 
men who were with me. 

But all that shooting and whooping scared 
the cattle, and they stampeded every which 
way. It took us three days to round them all 
up again, which put us way off schedule. I 
didn't see how in the world wed ever get them 
to market by the fifteenth. And of course, if 
we didn't get them there by the fifteenth, 
we wouldn't be fulfilling our contract, and we 



bank would foreclos 
lose the Bar Nothing spread. I was mighty 
blue and deep in thought as I rode back from 
the line camp, so I wasn't paying any atten- 
tion to where I was going. 

All of a sudden there was a roaring blast 
of a whistle, fit to wake the dead. Corker 
jumped twelve feet in the air and I popped 
right out of the saddle. By the time I cimt 
down. Corker was racing off over the plain* 
like as if twenty devils were after him. I 
landed on something hard and had the wind 
knocked out of me and wa* • bit addled. 
Though I wasn't seriously hurt, having landed 
on my head. 

When my eyes came back into foeus. I 
looked up and saw a big, black monittr bur- 
rag down on me, puffing and screeching and 
steaming. I had landed plumb in the middle 

I rolled off of those tracks just as that Iron 
horse came to a stop right where my hied 
had been. 1 was hopping mad! Can you blami 
me* This steam-eating cayuse was running 
right across the Bar Nothing spread. It had 
scared my poor horse out of his wits, It had 
flopped me onto the tracks and had tried t< 

I jumped up and ran toward the cab of that 
thing, shooting both my pistols into the air. 
There was a fellow in the cab wearing a top 
hat and two other fellows in work clothes and 
I gave them a piece of my mind. I told them 
they'd better get that wood-burning mustang 
plumb off the property or I'd fix them good. 
The hombre in the stovepipe sombrero tried 
to say something but I shut him up. I popped 
lead into the air a couple more times and 
said I was going after my runaway horse and 
they'd better all be gone by the time I got 
back or they'd be sorry. I stalked off, whistling 
and hollering for Corker. I had to travel quite 



GABBY HA 

* Wly, and beller quite • bit before he heard 
me. But Corker is a good horse— the best in 
the West— and as soon as he heard me. he 
tame loping back. And I UttEttd his nose and 
gave him a lump of sugar and told him every- 
thing was alt right. So he knew that was so, 
because it was his master, the great Gabby 
Hayes, that told him. 

I forked the saddle and turned to ride back 
to where that thundering railroad train had 
been. As I drew near. I saw it had a long string 
of empty box cars attached to it. and a great 
idea came to me. It popped into my head all 
of a sudden because I've got a mind tike a 
steel trap. "I'll rent that train!" I told my- 
self. "I'll load all Ihe caltle into those box 
cars and we'll steam right into market and 
we'll get there hy the fifteenth easy enough." 

Of course. I had cooled off considerable 
from being angry at the train. When I rode 
up. the man in the stovepipe was sitting along- 
side the train. looking kind of sad. "Don't 
shoot!" he said. "I'm innocent." 

Well. I laughed and told him I didn't want 
lo shoot him, I only wanted to rent his train. 
I had assumed he was the owner and that was 
right. He introduced himself as Acheson 
Topeka. And he said. "'You can rent my train, 
all right, but there's nobody to run it. With 
all your shooting, you scared off my engineer 
and fireman. They took it on their heels.into 
the foothills. They're a couple of easterners 
and not used lo all this gunplay." 

"Mr. Topeka, do you know how to start this 
contraption?" I asked. 
"Yes, but . . ." he said. 

"No buts about it!" I interrupted. "We'll 
load ihe catile aboard, you show me how to 
start her. and we'll drive her in to*market..I 
never saw a bronc yet. flesh or iron, that I 
couldn't break!" 

To make a long story short, we loaded the 
beeves into the box cars. Lots of the waddie* 
objected to working so close to a railroad train. 
I.ike most of the men of their day, they were 
dead set against railroads. But I'm a pro-, 
gressive man myself, and I say when you have 
to get beef to market, you do it the best way 
you can. After the mooing and bawling cargo 
was loaded into the cars, not one of the cow- 
pokes would ride with us. so it was up to Mr. 
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Topeka and me to take them to market by 

ourselves. 

He showed me which lever to pull to start 
that train. It began chugging and snorting, 
and started moving ahead. We took turns 
throwing wood into the fire box. It was hot 
work. But we kept chugging along, and I knew 
that at this rale we'd get the cattle to market 
on time. When we hit the down grade on Bob- 
sled Hill, we were flying like the wind. I 
turned to Mr, Topeka and said, "By the way. 
you told me how to start this iron hoss. How 
do you stop him?" 

He said. "I tried lo tell you. but you inter- 
rupted. I only know how 10 start it. I don't 
know how to slop it!" 

Well, sir. I was fit to be tied. Also I was 
scared to death — for the first and only time 
in my life. I called him every kind of a danged 
fool. I'd have jumped off the train and left 
flim there, only it was going too fast. I yelled 
at him so loud he hunkered down in a corner 
like he was paralyzed. I kept pulling ill the 
levers and switches I could find, but each one 
seemed lo make the blamed thing go faster. 
Neither one of us was ihrowing any wood on 
the fire, I can tell you. 

Then ihe track leveled off and we were get- 
ling into town, toward the market, I had tried 
everything else, so I yelled; "Who*. Iron 
Horse. Whoa!" To my amazement, he started 
slowing down. Slower and slower, and he 
stopped, just at ihe cattle market platform. 
I'll let you in on a secret. It wasn't my "whoa" 
that stopped him — he'd just run out of steam! 

W WAS kind of black and sooly when I gol 
• back to the Bar Nothing with the check 
from selling thai caiile on time, and to tell 
Aunt Hester I had saved Ihe ranch. l"thought 
she'd call me a hero. But instead she said, 
"This is very fine. Gabby, but I already paid 
the bank note. I used the money the railroad 
gave me for the right of way across a corner 

Can you beat it? 

THE END 
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